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The Scaler

A Blazed Traill Story.
By STEWART EDWARD WHITE.

Copyright, 108, by 8. 8. McClure Co.

NCE Morrison and Daly of
Saginaw, but then lumbering
at Beeson lake, lent some
money to & man named

Orothers, taking in return a mortgage
on what was known as the Crothers
tract of white pine. In due time, as
Crothers did not liquidate, the firm be-
came of this tract. They
hardly koew what to do with It.

The timber was situated some fifty
miles from the railroad in a country
that threw all sorts of difficulties
across the logger’s path and had to be
hauled from nine to fifteen miles to
the river. Both Morrison and Daly
groaned in spirit. Supplies would have
to be toted in to last the entire winter,
for when the snow came communica-
ton over fitty miles of forest road
would be as good as cut off, Whom
could they trust among the lesser fore-
men of thelr woods force? Whom
could they spare among the greater?

At this juncture they called to them
Tim Shearer, thelr walking boss and
the greatest riverman in the state.

“You'll have to ‘4ib' her,” said Tim
promptly.

“Who would be hired at any price
to go up In that country on a ten mile
haul?" demanded Daly skeptically.

“Jest one man,” replied Tim, “an’ I
know where to find him."”

He returned with an individval at
the sight of whom the partners glanc-
od toward each other in doubt and
dismay. But there seemed no belp for
{t. A contract was drawn up in which
the firm agreed to pay $6 a thousand,
merchantable scale, for all saw logs
banked at a rollway to be situated a
given number of miles from the forks
of Cass branch, while on his sid:
James Bourke, better known as tae
Rough Red, agreed to put in st ieast
three and a half million feet. After
the latter had scrawled his signature
be lurched from the office, softly rub-
bing his hairy freckled band where
the pen had touched it.

“That means a crew of wild Irish-
men,” sald M~ rison.

“And ther means they'll just slaugh-
ter tbe pine,” added Daly. “They'll
say high and crooked, they’ll chuck
the tops. Who are we going to send to
‘scale for 'em?”’

Morrison sighed. “I hate to do it;
there's only Fitz can make it go."

So then they called to them another
of thelr best men, named Fitz Patrick,
and sent him away alone to protect the
firm's interests in the depths of the
wilderness.

The Rough Red was a big, broad
faced man with eyes far apart and a
bushy red beard. He wore & dingy
mackinaw coat, a dingy black and
white checked flannel shirt, dingy blue
frousers tucked into high socks and
lumberman's rubbers. The only spot
of color In his costume was the flam-
ing red sash of the voyageur which he
passed twice around his walst. When
at work his little wide eyes flickered
with & baleful wicked light, his huge
volee bellowed through the woods in a
torrent of Imprecations and com-
mands, his splendid muscles swelled
vigibly even under his loose blanket
coat as he wrenched suddenly and
gavagely at some man's stubborn cant-
hook stock. A hint of reluctance or op-
position brought his fist to the mark
with {irresistible Iimpact. Then he
would pluck his victim from the snow
and kick him to work, with a savage
jest that raised a laugh from every-
body—excepting the object of it.

In the work was little system, but
much efficacy. The men gambled,
drank, fought, without a word of pro-
test from their leader. With an ordl-
pary crew such performances would
have meant slight accomplishment, but
these wild Irishmen with their blood-
ghot eyes, thelr ready Jests, thelr
equally ready fists plunged into the
business of banking logs with all the
abandon of a carouse—and the work
was done,

Law in that wilderness was not,
saving that which the Rough Red
chose to administer. Except in one
{nstance, penalty more severe than a
+beating there was none, for the men
eould not equal their Jeader in break-
ing the greater and lesser laws of
morality. The one instance was that
of young Barney Mallan, who, while
drunk, mishandled a horse so severely
as to lame it Him the Rough Red
ealled to formal account.

“Don’t ye know that horses can’t be
had?’ he demanded, singularly enough
without an oath, “Come here."

The man approgched. With a single
powerful blow of a starting bar the
Rough Red broke his tibla.

“Try th' lameness yerself,” sald the
Rovgh Red grimly.

On 'Thanksgiving day the entire
place went on & prolonged drunk.
The Rough Red distinguished himself
by rolling the round stove through the
door into the snow., He was badly
burned In accomplishing this dellcate
jest, but minded the smart no more
than he did the admiring cheers of his
imaudlin but emulative mates. Fitz
'Patrick extinguishbed a dozen little
fires that the coals had started, shifted
the intoxicated Mallan's leg out of the
danger of some one's falllng on it, and
departed from that roaring hell hole
o the fringe of the solemn forest. And
this brings us to Fits Patrick
. Pitz Patrick was a tall, slow man

with a face built square. The Moes

| of his brows, his mouth and his jaw

ran stralght across; those of his tem-
ples, cheeks and nose straight up apd 1-
dewn. HIs eye was very quiet and his
speech rare. When he did talk it was |
with deliberation. For days some- |
times he would ejaculate nothing but |
monogyllables, looking steadily on the
things about hlm, |
He had walked in ahead of the tote-
team late one evening in the autumn
after the Rough Red and his devils had
heen at work a fortnight. The camp
conslsted quite simply of three bulld-
ings, which might have been identi-
fled as a cook camp, A sleeping camp
and a stable. Fitz Patrick entered the
slecping camp, stood his slender scal-
{ng rule In the corner and peered about
him through the dusk of a single lamp.
He saw a round stove In the' center,
a littered and dirty floor, bunks flled

“Why ain't that log markedf”
with horrible straw and worse blan-
kets jumbled here and there, old and
dirty clothes drying fetidly. He saw
an unkempt row of hard faced men
along the deacon seaf, reckless In
bearing. with the light of the dare-
devil in their eyes.

“IWhere I8 the boss?" asked Fitz Pat
rick steadlly.

The Rough Red lurched his huge
form toward the Intruder,

“T am your scaler,” explained the
latter. “Where Is the office?”

“You kin have the bunk beyand,” lo-
dicated the Rough Red surlily.

“You have no office, then?”

“IWhat's good enough fer th' men is
good enough fer & boss, and what's
good enongh fer th' boss Is good fer
any blank blanked scaler.”

“It Is not good enough for this one”
replied Fitz Patrick calmly. *“I have
no notion of sleepin’ and workin' in
no such noise an' dirt. I need an of-
fice to keep me books an’ th' van. Not
a log do I scale for ye, Jimmy Bourke,
till yeze give me a fit place to tally
m"

And so it came about, though the
struggle lasted three days. The Rough
Red stormed restlessly between the
woods and the camp, dellvering tre-
mendous broadsides of oaths and
threats. Fitz Patrick sat absolutely
tmperturbable on the deacon seat look-
ing atraight In front of him, his legs
stretched comfortably aslant, one hand
supporting the elbow of the other,
which In turn held his short brier pipe.

The cook, a thin faced, Ely man,
sevretly admired him.

“Luke out for th' Rough Red; he'll do
ye!” he would whisper hoarsely when
he passed the silent scaler.

But in the three days the Rough Red
put his men to work on a little cabin.
Fitz Patrick at once took his scallog
rule from the corner and set out Into
the forest. ,

His business was, by measuring the
diameter of each log, to ascertain and
tabulate the number of board feet put
in by the contractor. On the basis of
his single report James Bourke would
be paid for the season’s work. Inevita-
bly he at once became James Bourke's
patural enemy, and so of every man
in the crew, with the possible exception
of the cook.

Suppose you log & knoll which your
eye tells you must grow at least half a
million; suppose you work consclen-
tionsly for twelve days; suppose your
average has always been between 40,-
000 and 50,000 a day. And then sup-
pose the scaler's sheets credit you with
only a little over the 400,000! What
would you think of it? Would you not
be inelined to suspect that the scaler
had cheated you in favor of his mas-
ter—that you had been compelled by
uhanmutowodldaroreofcr
nothing?

Fits Patrick scaled honestly, for he
was a just man, but exactitude and
optimism of estimate never have ap-
proximated, and they did not in this
case. The Rough Red grumbled, ac-
cused, swore, threatened, Fitz Patrick
gmoked steadily and said nothing.

The two men early came to a clash
over the methods of cutting. The
Rongh Red and his crew cut anywhere,
everywhere, anyhow. The easlest way
was theirs, Small timber they gkipped,
large timber they sawed high, tops
they left rather than frim them into
logs. Titz Patrick would not have the
pine “slanghtered.”

Never would the Red acknowledge the
wrong nor promise the improvement,
Yut both were there, and both he and
Fitz Patrick knew it. The Rough Red
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th’ Crothers tract, but it will do ye lit-

chafed frightfully, but in a way his
hands were tled. He could do nothing
without the report, and it was too far
outtomdtornnothroeﬂu.wnlt
Daly would have given him one,
Finally in looking over a skid he
noticed that one log had not been o
penclled across the end. That meant

that it had not been scaled, and that In
turn meant that he, the Rough Red,

| swould not be pald for his labor In cut-

ting and banking it. At once he began
to bellow through the woods: |

“Hey, Fitz Patrick! Come here, you
blank, blanked, blank of a blank! Come
herel"

The scaler swung lelsurely down the
travoy trail and fronted the other with
level eyes. |

“Well? sald he.

“Why ain't that log marked 1"

“1 culled It."

“Aln't it sound and good? Is therea
mark on It? A streak of punk or rot?
Aln't It good timber? What tb' blank's
th' matter with it? You tried to do me

“out of that, you blank skunk!"

A log s culled or thrown out when

' for any reason it will not make good

timber.

“1'1l tell you, Jimmy Bourke,"” replied
Fitz Patrick calmly, “th* stick 1s sound
and good or was before your murderin’

| erew got hold of It, but if ye'll take a

squint at the butt of It ye'll see that
your gang has gawed her on a 8IX
inch slant. They've wasted a good foot
of th' log. I spoke of that afore, an'

' pow 1 give ye warnin' that I cull every

log, big or little, punk or sound, that
ain't sawed square and true across th'
butt.”

“Th' log Is sound an' good, An yve'll
peale it, or I'll know th' reason why!"

“I will not,” replled Fitz Patrick.

The following day he culled a log In |
another and distant skidway whose
putt showed a slant of a good slx
inches. The day following he culled
another of the same sort on still an-
other skilway. He examined It close-
ly, then sought the Rough Red.

“It is useless, Jimmy Bourke' sald
he, “to be hauling of that same poor
log from skidway to skidway. You
can shift her to every travoy trail in

tle good. I'll eull it wherever I find
it, and never will ye get th' scale of
that log."

The Rough Red ralsed his hand, then
dropped it again, whirled away with n
curse, whirled back with anotber and !
gpat out:

“By —, Fitz Patrick, ye go too far!
Ye've hounded me and barrled me
through th' woods all th' year! By —
'tis a good stick, an' ye ghall scale it!"

“Yo' an' yore old fellows Is robbers

" alike!" cried one of the men.

Fitz Patrick turned on hls heel and
resnmed his work. The men ceased |

thelrs and began to talk, | she

That night was Christmas eve. Aft- '
er supper the Rough Red went direct-
ly from the cook camp to the men'si
camp. Fitz Patrick, sitting lonely In |
the little office, heard the sounds of
debauch rislng steadily llke mysterious |
storm winds In distant pines. He|
ghrugged his shoulders and tallled hls|
day's scaling and turned into his bunk |
wearlly, for of holldays there are none
in the woods save Sunday. About
midnight some one came In. Fitz Pat- 1
riek, roused from his sleep by aimless
blunderings, struck a light and saw the
ook looking uncertainly toward him |
through blood clotted lashes, The man ;
was partly drunk, partly hurt, but |
more frightened,

“Le' me stay," pleaded the man. “I
won't bother you. 1 won't even make |
a noise. I'm skeered.” !

“Courge you can stay,” replied the |
sealer. “Come here." '

He washed the man's forehead and |
bound up the cut with surgeon's plas- |
ter from the van. The man fell gllent,
looking at him in wonderment for guch
kindness, |

Four hours later dimly through the
mist of his broken sleep Fitz Patrick
heard the crew depart for the woods
in the early dawn. On the crest of
gsome higher waves of consclousness |
were borne to him drunken shouts,
mandlin blasphemies, After a time he |
arose and demanded breakfast I

The cook, pale and nervous, served |
him. The man was excited, {rresolute,
eager to speak. Finally he dropped
down on the bench opposite Fitz Pat-
rick and began:

“pitz,” sald he, “don't go In the
woods today. The men is fair wild wid
thedriuk,andtheﬂoughﬂedllbe
gide hi'self, Las' night I heerd the.
They are goln' to skid the butt log
again, and they swear that if you cull
it again they will kill you."

Fitz Patrick swallowed his coffee in
sllence.’ In silence be arose and slip-
ped on his mackinaw blanket coat. In
gllence he thrust his beechwood tab-
lets into his pocket and picked his pli-
able scaler's rule from the corner.

“Where are ye goin'?” asked the
ecook anxiously.

“I'm goln’ to do the work they pay
me to do,” anawered Fitz Patrick

He took his way down the trail, his
face set stralght before him, the smoke
of his breath steaming behind. The
first skidway he scaled with ecare, lay-
ing his rule flat across the face of each
log, entering the figures on his many
leaved tablets of beech, marking the
Himbers swiftly with his blue erayon.

The woods were empty. No ring of
the ax, no shout of thé driver, no fall
of the tree hroke the silence. Fitz
Patrick comprehended. He knew that
at the next skidwav the men ‘were
gathered, walting to see what he would
do: gathered openly at last in that
final hostility which had been matur
fng all winter. He knew, besldes, that
most of them were partly drunk and
wholly reckless and that he was
alone. Nevertheless, after finlshing
consclentiously skidway number one.
he moved on to skidway number two.

ere, ns ho had expected, the npe
were walting In ominous ellenoe,

Methodlenlly, deliberntely, he atty’
work. Then, when the Inst ped
mark had been made and the talile
had been closed with o gnap of nai
the Rough Red stepped forwawl,

“Yo have finished with thin !
way? asked the foreman n soft «

tones.
«1 have,” answered Flg DPatil
briefly.
“Ye have forgot ‘o scale one stiek”
“No."

whhere 18 a stick st not marked.”

“1 culled It

“Why "

oIt was not sawed stralght”

Fitz Pateick threw his head baek
proudly, answearing his an 8t vare o
an accomplished  swordsmnn, Tl
Roogh Red shifted his feet, nlmoct
awed In splie of hiingelf, One aftor
another the men dropped thelr epes
and stood still at ease. The seale)
turned away, his heel caught n roog
he stumbled; nstantly the pack was
on him, for the power of Lls eye was
broken.

Mad with gage they kleked and leat
and tore At PFitz Patrlek's hoddied
form long after consclousness had Wit
ft. Then nn ow! heotel foonl the
ghadow of the waed, or o refl of winld
swept by, or n fox hevled, or roue
other Mttle tlilng Lappesed. @0 that
in bllnd uureason il panke tiey Lol

Fitz Patrlck regalued Lis witd o
pain and so kuew Lo was st oo earth,
‘Every movement oo Ll o ooy, and

gome agency outside bLinvel! Lilieted

{gdded torture.  After a loug thne ho
knew It was the conk, who was (irmuly
but kindly kueading lLis abs and
knuckling h's huir.  The oy proved
to bo fua muze of woidors eut over his
patient’s tenuclty « f lifo.

1 watched S0t hie seedd mnothe
dngly. "1 did not care interfere, Iiut
1 kem to yo' ‘s soon as | eonid Hop!
Here's a fre tht 1 bullt for ye and
some tea. Toke a hitles  Aml uo bones
broke! True for ye, ye've a loarty
man and streag, with 9 blg msscles

"on ye fit to izl th' Rough Red man to

may. Get il use of ye're legs, darlint,

"an® 'l take we to eamp, for It's falr

drunk they are by now. Sure, an’ I
tole ye they'd kili yei*

“PBut they didn't,” muttered Fitz Pat-
rick, with a gleam of humor.

“Sure 'twns not thelr fault—nor yere

‘own!"

Hours later ns [t seemed they moved
glowly in the direction of camp. The
cold had stiffened Fite Patrick's cuts
and brulses. Every step shot a red
wave of torture through his bralo.
They came in gight of camp. It was
silent. Both knew that the men had
drunk themselves Into a stupor,

“pd lke t' kill th' whole layout as
sleeps,” snarled the cook, shaking
his fist.

“8o would 1,” replied Fitz Patrick.

Then as they looked a thin wreath of
gmoke curled from under the open
Adoorway and spread lazily In the frosty
alr. Another followed, another, still
another. The cabin was afire.

“They've kicked over the stove
again,” sald Fits Patrick, seating him-

pelf ona stump. His eyes blazed with
wrath and bitterness,
“What yo' goin' to do?” asked the

#8it here,” replied Fitz Patrick griw-

The cook started forward.

“Stop!” shouted the scaler flercely.
“If you move a step I'll break your

back!"

The cook stared at him tlirough sau-
cer eyes.

“But they'd be burnt alive!” he ob-
jected wildly.

“They ought to be,” snarled the scal-
er. “It aln't their fault I'm here to
belp them. 'Tis their own deed that
I'm now lyin’ beyant there in th’ for-
est, unable to help myself, Do you un-
derstand? I'm yet out there In th'
woods!"

“Ah, wirrn, wirral" willed the cook,
wringing bis hands, “Th' poor lads!"
He began to weep.

Fitz Patrick stared straight In front
of him for a moment. Then he struck
his forehead and with wonderful agll-
ity, considering the Injuries he had bat
just recelved, tore down the hill in the
direction of the smoldering cabin. The
cook followed him joyfully. Together
they put out the fire, The men gnored
like beasts, undisturbed by all the
tumuit.

usplg th' soft heart ye have, after
all, Fitz," sald the cook delightfully as
the two washed their bands In prepara-
tion for & lanch. “Ye could not bear

¢ see th' lads burn.”
Fitz Patrick glowered at him for an
instant from beneath his equare brows.
“They can go to hell for all of me,”
he answered finally, “but my people
want these logs put In this winter, an'
there’s nobody else to put them in.”

Coming with Banners Flying—Glorious Revels in Fairy

~ UNIVERSAL

Stoves and Ranges

Every one Guaranteed
We Buy them in Car Load Lots
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JOHN FOX, Presldent. Nelson Troyer, Vice-Pres and Bupt,
F. L. BISHOP, Becretary. ABTORIA BAVINGB BANK, Treas
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THE LATEST IMPROVED \

Canning Machinery, Marine Engincs and Boilers

Complete Cannery Outiits Furnished.
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SCOF BAT IRON & BRASS WORKS |

IRON (AND BRASS FOUNDERS! LAND AND MARINE ENCINEERS

Up-to-Date Baw Mill Muchinery) Prompl attention given o al, ropalr work
18th and Franklin Ave, , Tel. Main 248
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WHEN YOU WANT PRICES THAT ARE RIGHT

Write us, we're here for that purpose

The Work We Do

Anything in the electrical Business. Bell's House Phongs
Inside wiring and Fixtures installed and kept in repair.
We will be glad to quote you prices.

OUR PRICES WILL DO THE REST

STEEL & EWART

Phone Main 3881

“The only rival to Santa Claus in the hearts and
minds of the children

land—Wonderland transplanted

Two Big Overwhelming GENTRY Performances Rain- i
or Shine at

Astoria, Tuesday, Oct. 8

Rarest and Most Remarkable Exhibition of All Time

GENTRY BROS.”

FAMOUS SHOWS UNITED
THE WORLD'S BEST

TRAINED ANIMAL EXHIBITION

Twice Bigger and Better than Ever Before, Royally and
Radiently Reinforced by the Original Historle

MRS. GEN. TOM THUMB

(Now the Countess Magri) together with the Count anl Baron Magrl, the Royal
Twin Italian Lilliputians, comprising th e world’s Smallest Living Family.

DAN PATCH

(1:65) marvelously reproduced, break ing World's Record by 2800 mirasulous
moving pietures, g

MILLE MABLE, youngest, sweetest,pretticst of all snimal trainers, with
her treupe of trained dogs, cycle ridingmonkeys and rope walking baboons.

“Darktown” and his Famous Mule
“Glh‘ll‘”

B 0 Just Added, “OKLAHOMA"

the dearest, cutest and only BABYCAMEL in Ameriea (boe in Nerman,
Oklahoma, April 10), and 60 other newand entrancing features ineluding Prof.
Crigler’s Splendid Military Band. 300 Ultra Marvelous Animal Actors
Equines, Canines, Monkeys, Goats, Pigs, Sheep, and Elephants, that charm, thrill
and dszzle by, their almost human fntelligence.

50 Beautiful Ponies in One Act—50

The Five Peerless Petits—America’s Foremost acrobats,
The Five Landauers—In Magnificent Posings of Ancient and Modern Statuary.

The Cleanest and Absolutely Best Tented
Exhibition in the World ’

The Children's Perennial Favorite, Sights, Scenes and Sensations that
where else can be seen. The Oreatest Ever. Absolutely Unique, Unparalle
and .Unappronchable.

PEERLESS AND POETIC STREET PAGEANT

Unfolding to Public View all the Vast, Varied, Picturesque and Fairyland Pro-
cessiona] Resources of Gentry Brothers' Tented Establishments,
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Parade Starts from the Exhibition Grou nds Promptly at ro A. M.




